The Desert Rtute
In the open desert, indeed, there Is romance even in the
motor.
There Is no high road except such, as is made by the
track of previous wheels and is blotter! out by every ram*11
Far and near, before you and behind, ears of every kind
speed over the uninhabited earth. They roll its sands in
spirals like a pillar of cloud behind than, or shine with
headlights, like a column of fire by night. At the last
French post you can examine at leisure the desert traffic:
lorries top-heavy under their loads, which ml the sands
like^ broad-bowed merchant vessels ami lurch from side
to side; pilgrim vans for Mckka, fully packed with humanity
on hard seats in a sort of grilled cage, and many packages
on the ceiling; the long grey chassis of the Nairn, travelling
in respectable seclusion; and in and out of all these greater
monsters, the indiscriminate crowd of small c4;u*sf Chev-
rolet, Morris, Fiat, Ford, in every stage of smartness and
dilapidation, but chiefly the latter! and with every variety
of box and bundle bulging at back and sides,
. The dpsert hes In front; not sand, but hard red earth,
with beds of flints strewn over its low heights* The camels
of the Rualla, in dun-coloured herds, drift here iu hundreds
over its green fringe. That comes to an eiui, and presently
there is nothing, not even thin spikes of grey            iu the
hollows. White sheets of mirage, like a shallow lake
longer so now,            f 4 ]